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have been alone in a vast hall with its crystalline
dome penetrated by a glow that was without.
The purple waters took the light from above and
the waves turned to flames. The fountains that
mounted at the bows and fell inboard came as
showers of gems. (I heard afterwards it was still
foggy in London.) And now, having made all I
can of sunset and ocean, and a spray of amethysts,
jacinths, emeralds, zircons, rubies, peridots and
sapphires, it is no longer possible for me to avoid
the saloon, the thought of which, for an obscure
reason, my mind loathed

And our saloon, compared with the measure of
the twilight emptiness now about us, was no
bigger than the comfort a man feels amid mis-
chance when he remembers that he is still virtuous.
The white cloth on its table, I noticed, as I sat
down, was contaminated by a long and sinful life.
But the men round it were good and hearty. I
took my share of ham and fish on the same plate,
and began to feel not so hungry as before. I was
informed that ashore we are too particular about
trifles, because we have the room for it, but on a
trawler there is not much room. You have to
together, and make do with what is there,